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daily necessities, and, greatest of all blessings, the
crown of her life, a healthy son. He is a good-
looking child, not quite three, chubby, serious and
very shy. He is usually with his mother, but some-
times we see him peeping at us from an angle of
the bungalow, or from behind a bush.

To-day he trotted busily in and out of the room
while I talked to his parents. Once or twice he came
and gazed with round dark eyes, leaning against
his mother. She has had to pay a heavy price for
this one healthy child. Disease has snatched three
children from her, two in early infancy, and the
third, a little girl of five, only about two months ago.

The bearer had told us of her death, the tears
streaming down his cheeks. I don't know why I
was so affected to hear of this little unknown girl's
death, but at the time I found it strangely moving.

Now that I have seen the home she would have
lived in, the kind of life she would have grown up
to, I can only feel glad that, before the little prisoner
had had time to be conscious of the bars of her cage,
death so compassionately released her.
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